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Avti ITpokéyou

To F'AK loTopikd Apxeio-Mouoeio 'Ydpag exel Tnv
Xapd va gpihogevei ano Tig 5 OkTwpiou €wg Tig

15 NoepPpiou 2024 v ¢kBeon gpywv Tou Gilbert
Halaby. Mpokerrail yia évav dieBvag avayvwpiopevo
AiBaveCo eIkaoTIkO KAANITEXVN KAl OXedIAOTH
EYKATECTNMEVO povipa oTn Popn, o onoiog
EexwpiCel yia To MOAUMAEUPO TAAEVTO TOU KAI TN
povadikn, Babia npoogyyion Tou oTnVv TEXVN.

Fevvnuévog oTn BnpuTo, pia ndAn pe nhouoia
NONITIOTIKA NAPAd0oon Kal EVTOVEG KAANITEXVIKEG
enipposgg, o Gilbert Halaby avtAei éunveuon and v
NONITICHIK QUTH KANEOVOIa.

AuTodidakTog wg (wypapog, o Gilbert
KaANiEPYEl Kl EPAICOVEI TNV MPOTWIKFA TOU YPAPT)
Ta TeheuTaia €1 xpovia, doulevovTag kabnuepiva
oTO gpyacTrpio nou diaTtnpeei otn Pawpn.

Exovtag peyawoer oTov Aifavo,
npaypaTonoinoe Tig cnoudég Tou otn Bnputo
kal apxioe va Cwypagilel and noAu veapr) nAikia.
[oNTEUPEVOG ANO TN (PUOIKA OHOPMIA TOU ToMNiou
TnG opooelpdg Tou Aifavou, nepvoUuoe NOAU XpOVo
naiCovTag ekei AvAPECA OTOUG EAAIWVEG MOU
avhAKav oTnV OIKOYEVEIA TOU KAl OTOUG KOVTIVOUG
yeiToveg kail gpiloug, diaTnpowvTag EkToTe avegiTnAn
TN PUCIKN POPHA TwV DEVTPWV OTN OKEWN TOU KAl
ekppAlovTag TNV OTN CUVEXEID OXEDIAOTIKA HECW
TNG TEXVNG TOU.

Tnv éunveuon autr and Tnv nAouaoia
NPaveldikn 1oTopia kai Tn ¢pucon TNG NaTpidag
Tou, TN ouvdudalel APPOVIKA PE TIG KAANITEXVIKEG
napadooeig Tng AuTikrg Eupoonng. 21o €pyo
TOU NEAYUATI UNAPXOUV EVTOVEG AVAPOPEG OTN
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BulavTivr) TEéxvn, oTnV TEéXVN TnG Avayevvnong Kai
oTn oUyXpPovn dUTIKA APXITEKTOVIKN.

Me évTovn napoucia otnv Eupann, o Halaby
EXEI KATAPEPEI VA €5 PAILTEI TO OVONA TOU
oTn 81gbvr) KAANITEXVIKT| OKNVr), Ve TA €PYa
Tou EexwpiCouv yia Tnv auBevTIKOTNTA KAl TNV
npwToTUNia Toug. To NABog Tou yia T ouvdeon
Tou NapeNBoOVTOG e To NApPOV, O CUVOUATHO
pe Tnv adidakonn avalrTnon yia VEOUG TPOMouUg
Ekppaong, Tov kabioTouv évav and Toug nio
evOIapEPOVTEG dNUIOUPYOUG TNG ENOXNG HAG.

O1 ekBeoeIg Nou €xel NpaydaTONOINCEl O
YKaAepi TEXVNG KAl HOUOEId, TOV £XOUV KAVEI
YVWOTO WG Evav UYXPOVO KAANITEXVN UE
NaykOOoHIa avayvapion.

21nv 'Yopa, ayannpévo vnoi Tou AiaveCou
kaANiITexvn, To 2apPaTo 5 OkTwPpiou eykavialeTal
n atopikr) Tou ékBeon «The First Harvest», (H npcTn
ouykopidr), og dlopydvworn Tou FAK/ loTopikou
Apxeiou - Mouoeiou 'Ydpag kal enipgeleia TnNG
apxaiohoyou kar ioTopikoU Texvng Ipidag Kpnikou.

>tnv ékBeon nou Ba diapkeoel €wg Kal TIg
15 NoepPpiou, napoucialovtar 32 pya Tou
Gilbert Halaby, 13 andé Ta onoia yia npwTn ¢opdg,
EV® Og QUTA oupnepAapPAaverarl éva Pvnpueiako
eUPANPATIKO £PYO OKTG PETPWY, ANd TO OMNoio KAl N
ékBeon avTAei Tov TiTAo Tng «The First Harvest».

MNa 1o FTAK/IAM Y3pag
NTiva Adaponoulou
loTopikdg, Apxeiovouog

A Foreword

The GSA / Historical Archive-Museum of Hydra has
the pleasure to host from October 5 to November
15, 2024, the exhibition with works by Gilbert
Halaby, an internationally acclaimed Lebanese
visual artist and designer permanently based in
Rome, who stands out for his multifaceted talent
and unique, deep approach to art.

Born in Beirut, a city with a rich cultural tradition
and strong artistic influences, Gilbert Halaby draws
inspiration from this cultural heritage.

Self-taught as a painter, Gilbert has been
cultivating and consolidating his personal painting
style for the past six years, working daily in his
studio in Rome. Having grown up in Lebanon, he
completed his studies in Beirut and began painting
from a very young age. Fascinated by the natural
beauty of the landscape of the Lebanese mountain
range, he spent long hours playing there among
the olive groves that belonged to his family and
close neighbors and friends, keeping the natural
form of the trees indelible in his mind ever since
and then expressing and drawing it through his art.

This inspiration from the rich Lebanese history
and nature of his homeland, blends harmoniously
with the artistic traditions of Western Europe. In
his work there are indeed strong references to
Byzantine art, Renaissance art and contemporary
Western architecture.

With a strong presence in Europe, Halaby
has managed to establish his name on the
international art scene, while his works stand
out for their authenticity and originality. His

passion for connecting the past with the present,
combined with his relentless search for new ways of
expression, make him one of the most interesting
creators of our time.

His exhibitions in art galleries and museums
have made him known as a contemporary artist
with worldwide recognition.

In Hydra, beloved island of the Lebanese artist,
on Saturday the 5th of October, his solo exhibition
"The First Harvest" will be inaugurated, organized
by the Historical Archive - Museum of Hydra and
curated by archaeologist and art historian Iris
Kritikou.

The exhibition, which will run until November
15, presents 32 works by Gilbert Halaby, 13 of
which are shown for the first time, including a
monumental emblematic eight-meter work, from
which the exhibition derives its title "The First
Harvest".

For GSA / Historical Archive - Museum of Hydra
Dina Adamopoulou
Historian, Archivist
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871 xparTaud @ ddvarog dydny:

onuewwaoels Yo ™y Llpwry avyxowdy tov Gilbert Halaby

16 *Ebeyépdnmi, Boppd, xai épyov, véte, didmvevooy xijmdy
OV, Xatl PEVTATWTRY ApUuaTd (tov- xaTafTw AdelpLdds tov
£lg XTJTTOY AVTOD xatl PayETW XApTOV Arpodpswy avToD.

Aoua Aoudray (ambomaoue)

«NopiCw nwg gival n €A&n nou aokei andvw Pou To
keipevo Tng MNaliag AiaBnkng Twv ERSourkovTa
Mou e Napakivnoe va SoKINAow TNV anddoon
Tou ACpaTOG TwvV ACUATWY 0T oUYXPOoVN YAWO-
0a pagy, ypAagpel oTo NpoAodyIopda Tou o MNdwpyog
Se@épng pe apopun TNV a&engpaaTn dikn Tou
MeTaypapn oTn veoeAAnvikn yAwooa 1o 1965 ano
TIG exdooeig «lkapogr. «Me (pihoEevoloe TOTE éva
awnAo xwpio Tou Aifdvou- ekei Tnv dpxioa. To
Bouvo de pou €d1ve TIG IBIEG EVTUNWOEIG NMOU gixa
yia To Tonio diaBalovrag To Acpa- yEoa oTov
aAa@pU Kal dIAPAvov agpa TOU TAV Mo OKAN-
PEG, MO YUPVEG, MO PTWXIEG: i0wWG &va npoobeTo
KivnTpo oTo ekivnua auTng TNG epyaciag va ATav
n enBupia pou va Bpw évav Tpdno oIKeIdTEPNG
OUVOMIAIQG e TOV TOMO...».

O payikog avaokanTikog Tponog Tou Gilbert
Halaby va nepiypdpel Tooo (wypapikd 6co kal
noiNTIKA TO TOMiO TNG HVAMNG TNG NAIBIKAG TOU
NAIKIaG, CUVOEOVTAG TOUG OPEIVOUG EAAICOVEG TOU
ME TOUG apXAiouG EKEIVOUG TwWV NEPIXWPWV TNG
Pcopung —nou, TUxn ayabr Tov £kave KoIvwvo Kal
KAPMOOUAAEKTN TOUG— A KAl PE TOUG HETAPOPI-
KoUg ekeivoug (wopdpoug, KpUNToUG OTO 0PATO
elaiwveg Tou avudpou Toniou TNG Ydpag nou €xel
peTaTpanei oTov 3ikd TOU NEPIKAEIOTO TOMO-KMO
p1ag etnoiag eniPePaiwong opodpng aydnng kai
aAnBIvAG WUXIKAG «TUYKOMIBHG», Hou engPale
OX€DOV VA PVNHOVEUOW HE TN OEIPA HOU TOUG
OTixoug eTOUTOUG ano To Aopua Aouatwy. Kar padj,
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VA MPOTEIVW WG TPOMO AVAYVWONG TWV EPYWYV TOU
Halaby, Tov Tpdno Tou 2e@épn. Tov TpdMo piag
«OIKEIOTEPNG», MVEUPATIKNG, EEOPOAOYNTIKNG OUVO-
MINiag pe Tov Tono-vuen. Tov Tono Tng 'Ydpag nou
oTNV NEPINTWON AUTNG TNG EvOTNTAG, e OXNHA
TNV KpaTaid aydnn Tou {wypApou, EyKOANGVETAl
OAouG Toug AAAOUG TOMOUG MNOU VONUATOdOTOUV TN
dikr) Tou Unapén.

To evdehexeg wTeVO (wyPaAPIKO APrynua
Tou Halaby, anaMaypévo ano o, midrinoTe nepitrod,
Aapnel e pia xapn onavia, Kopwr), oxedov peta-
puoikn. [Mepa anod Tn CUPNUKVWUEVN ENA@POTNTA
™™g aioBnThpiag auTthg CwypPagIkng YEVEONG, Nou
nAAeTal pgow NG kabBapodTNTAg TNG POPUAG
Kal TNG SUVAMIKAG CUMMIANUATIKAG, TEAEI0ONPIKAG
XPAONG TNG OTIANVIG NAAETAG, CUVAVTOUHE €D
TN JIAXPOVIKOTNTA HIAg KANPOJOTNUEVNG COPIaAg,
TNV euyevr) adpdTnNTa eVvOG ApXEYOVOU TOMOU HE
anépITTn Opyavikr) dOpN KAl anTr) ONPEIOAOYIKN
ouvBeon. H noinTikr) agpriynon Tou Cwypdgpou,
eCepyxodpevn and pia NPOCwNIKM KAl CUVEIPHIKA
navavBpwnivn Oduooeia, diaoyiCovrag oxnyaTo-
NOINMEVEG AVANAPACTACEIG NITWV ONUAVOEWV-0iKWV
™G SIadpopng, CUVAVTWVTAG TOUG EURIOUG PrVEG
ME TOV TPOMO £VOG EEXATPEVOU NUEPONOYIOU TwV
aypwyv, adnuovei yia To kaBapTAPIo PnAe Tou gp-
XOpoU, adnuovei va GUMEEE! To HUBIKO pwg Kal TN
AUTPWTIKY) OKIA TOU PIKPOU ETOUTOU NMPWTOYEVOUG
NPOOPICHOU NMOU TOU avaloyei, adnuovei va evioel
TOV HAYIKO KUKAO TOU XPOVOU KAl TIG ANTEG TAAQ-
VTWOEIG TOU, TNV AomIAN OpopgIdA Kal To Aneipo, To
PIYOG TNG GXPOVNG aUPAG KAl TNG AXPAvVTNG NPwTNG
UANG TNG MNpwTng ouykouidng.

1pig KpnTikou
Apxaioloyog, loTopikdg TnG Texvng
EmpeAnTpia tng ékBeong

A love strong as death:

notes for The First Harvest by Gilbert Halaby

16 Arise, north, and come, note, breath of my garden,
and let my perfumes flow; let my brother go down
into his garden and eat the fruit of his trees.

Song of Songs (excerpt)

"I think it is the attraction exerted on me by the
text of the Old Testament of the Septuagint

that motivated me to try the rendering of the
Song of Songs in our modern language”, writes
Giorgos Seferis in his preface on the occasion of
his unsurpassed translation into modern Greek
in 1965 by "lkaros" publications. "l was then
hosted at a mountain village in Lebanon; there

| started it. The mountain did not give me the
same impressions of the landscape as | had when
reading the Song; in its light and transparent air
they were harsher, more naked, poorer; perhaps
an additional motivation in starting this work
was my desire to find a way of a more intimate
conversation with the place...".

Gilbert Halaby's magical excavating way of
describing both pictorially and poetically the
landscape of the memory of his childhood,
connecting its mountain olive groves with the
ancient ones of the outskirts of Rome — which, as
luck would have it, made him a partaker and fruit
collector — and with the metaphorical, hidden in
plain sight, life-bearing olive groves of the arid
landscape of Hydra, which has turned into its own
enclosed place-garden of an annual affirmation
of fierce love and a true spiritual "harvest”, almost
forced me to recollect these lines from the Song
of Songs in turn. And along, to suggest as a way

of reading Halaby's works, the way of Seferis. The
way of a "more intimate", spiritual, confessional
conversation with the place-bride. The place of
Hydra which in the case of this series, with the
vigorous love of the painter being the vehicle,
embodies all other places that give meaning to his
own existence.

Halaby's accomplished and luminous painting
saga, free of all unnecessary, sparkles with a
scarce, elegant and almost metaphysical grace.
Beyond the condensed lightness of this sensuous
pictorial genesis, which pulsates through the purity
of form and the dynamic, palimpsest fine use of
the luminous palette, the viewer encounters the
timelessness of an inherited wisdom, reshaped
and retold, the noble roughness of a primordial
place with organic unadorned structure and
tangible semiotic composition. The painter's
poetic narrative, emerging from a personal and in
a way all-human Odyssey, crossing abbreviated
representations of scarce houses-waymarks,
encountering the life-breathing yearly months in
the manner of a forgotten field diary, longs for the
purgatory blue of the coming, longs to harvest
the mythical light and the redemptive shadow of
this little primordial destined place that gently
becomes his, longs to join the magic cycle of time
and its palpable oscillations together, longs to
unfold the immaculate beauty and the infinite, the
sparkle and shudder of the ageless aura and the
sacred raw material of The First Harvest.

Iris Kritikou
Archaeologist, Art Historian
Curator of the Exhibition
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Pdopn, 23 AuyouoTou 2024
Ayannuévo pou ayop,
=€pw NoU gioal KAl ynopw va o€ dw va Kolpdoal €dw, KATw an’ Tov iokio piag eNidg Tou Boppd.

To pualo pou ATav BoAd kail dev pnopouca va ypaww VwPITERQA, PA EiPal XOPOUHEVOG MOU EMNITEAOUG
EXw NEva KAl XaPTI, EiaAl XAPOUPEVOG MOU O OKEWEIG HOU PETAPOPPUVOVTAI O AEELIG yIa Ta PATIa oou
Kal yla Ta auTid Tou avépou nou Ba Tig odnynoouv oTnv kapdid cou.

MoAU cUvTopa, ayannTo pou naidi, Ba yiopTAooupe TNV NPWTN CUYKOMIBT HAgG, KAl YIa AUTAV TN YIOPTH,
NapPIOTAV®W TOV HAYO TwV XPwHATwY, palelw €va YNOUKETO and xpwpaTta, anod Ta npdaciva Aipadia Tng
Kapdiag pag, kal To anbowvw anald oToug KapPadeg pou.

MNeg pou, ayodpl gou, NOPEIG VA AKOUTEIG TOV IEPO UPVO TNG puaong, kabBwg naileig avaueoa oTig Bvnreg
eNEG;

©a enpene va yvwpileig 0TI ol Npdyovoi cou epepav pali TOUG OTIG AKTEG ONOU TWPA OTEKOMAI OXI
pOVOV To aApARnTo pa kal TIG AaTPeuTEG eNIEG ag. To aA@aPnTo auTo gyive EANAnvikS kar AaTiviko, gyive
N YAWOOQ TOU (pTOG KAl TNG EUNPEPIAG, PIA AAAN, woTOCO0, YAWToa yevwnBnke aiwnnAd oTig Kapdigg
OAWV EUAG, TWV MPOCTATWY TwV dEVTPwY Yag. H yAwooa auTh, gival n yAwooa Tng ayanng, o Uuvog nou
OoAol Tpayoudoupe yUpw anod T Meoodyeio, Xwpig va yvwpiCoupe 0TI TOANNKE O PId YAGOOd Naykoopia
nou npbe oTov KOOHO pe Ta apxaia nAoia Twv Poivikewv.

AkoUg Tov Upvo, ayopi pou; Tov Tpayouddg padi pou, pe OAOUG Uag;

Ypava pia ioTopia, aydpl Hou, NMou gival OKTW PETPA HAKPIA KAl DUO PETPA WNAT), YE MIVEAD KAl XPWHATA
nou anoTunwvouv Tov BaupaToupyd auTd UPvo nou TpayoudidTav NnavTou TG akTeg TG Meooyeiou
pag. Eikdveg aglayanntwv avBponwy rpbav oTov vou pou, va cuAéyouv kapnoUg Kai va Tpayoudouy
Kal va 3I8AoKoUV OTOUG VEOUG TOUG VA aydnouy Ta IEpa auTd BEvTpa, EIKOVEG ANO TOV TOMO COU KAl TOV
BIKO HOU, anod EKEIVOV TWV YEITOVWV UAG,

Ano Toug TOMOUG OMOU N EUYEVEID gival N KABnUepPIvVh Npoaeuxn,

And Toug TONOUC 6Mnou ol AvBpwnor EEpouv va Tpayoudouy, va ayanouy, va HETAPoPpwvouv og (wr| TIG
1oTopieg, EEpouv va kKAEBouv TO pwg NAvw anod Ta CUVVEPA YIA VA (PWTICOUV TNV TPOUAYHEVN VUXTA EVOG
MIKPOU KOPITOIOU.
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Toug Ténoug avBpwnwv nou poipalovTal £&va KOPPATI Wi Kal ANiyeg eNIEG, oTpEpovTag To PAgupa oTov
opiCovTa Kal ayngpwVTag TO TEPAG NMOU AnokaAoUpe @AvaTo, KOITWVTAG TO OTA PATIA KAl YEAWVTAG HE
ToV TPOMNO Nou YeEAA n Zwr).

AuTn n 1oTopia, ayodpl pou, givar n dikn pag Oduooeia npog To pnAe. Kabe xpovo, yia va yioptdooupue
To kahokaipl, diaoxiCoupe xwpeg nou ol Beoi (wypapioav pe eNEG KI €dwaav o Aiyoug BvnToug T
dokipaaoia TNg npooTaciag Toug. AlaoxiCoupe TOUG EUAOYNHEVEG QUTOUG TOMOUG NPOG TO HMNAE, PE

TOV TPOMO nou To ekavav kai ol apyaiol Poivikeg. Alaoxilw yia va ipal o kovTd cou, diaoiCw Kal
kaTeuBUvopal og éva vnoi ONou CuvVavTIoUVTAl oI Avepol Kal drnou ol Beoi paivouv pe NeETaAa opopPPIAg
Mou KPATOUV YIa va Xaidelouv Ta OVelpd PHaAg, O €va vNai ONoU 01 IOTOPIEG MAEOUV (PIANHEVEG AN
aApUPA KUpaTa Kai 6rnou o NAIog NoTe dev JUEI NPOTOU AnAyyeiAel TO AIGVIO TOU NoiNua.

Pepvw padli pou TIG XPWHATIOTEG ICTOPIEG HAG, Nou appeviCouv o Tpupepd navid. Oa dei§w TIg I0TOPIEG
€TOUTEG OTOUG AvBPWNOUG Tou vnoioU, kal Ba YIOPTACOUPE TN CUYKOMIOH TWV WUXWV HAG, EVG ONOI
yUpw pag Ba palelouv Toug KAPMNoUg Twv BEVTPwY Toug Kal Ba npooelxovTal yia va EI0XwENOEl TO
Pwg oTNV KAPJdIA TNG VUXTAG KAl VA AVAKATEUTEI HE TO ACNPEVIO (PWG TNG PAVTACHAYOPIKAG ETOUTNG
oe\nvng.

Pepvw Ta xpwpaTa TG puong, autd nou aAalouv kABe priva, oav TNV KAPMNIA NOU HETAPOPPOVETAI
aBopuPa oe neTalouda nou Ta PpTeEPA TNG exouv (wypapioTei pe nivehieg anod Tn Bed Tng opop®Idg, TNV
ayannuévn 6Awv pag euon.

Ta xpwpaTa akoupnouv o dwdeka kapPadeg, BupiCovTag oToug BvnToug Twv NOAEWY va KoIToUV NEPa
ano Ta eunddia nou o idiol xTiCouv Kar diakoopouy, va avTikpulouv Tnv aAnBivr) opopgId, TNV opoP@Ia
TV EAQICOVOOV NMOU EEPOUV MNWG VA HETAPOPPWVOVTAI O PIa aevAws PeTaBaA\opevn naAeTa KaTa T
dIdpKeIa Tou XPOVouU.

MNdape To xep! pou, aydpi pou, Nape Ta PATIA pou Kal yidpTaoe pali gou Tn dIAoKIoN TwV PNAE KUMATWY
nou og wpipace. Meg oTa paTia cou ndavta va SexwpiCouv TNV aPfiacTn opoPQIA Nou gival anr| Kal
XOAPITWHEVN AV TNV NPWIVH NVOr).

EiBe n Bahaooa va gival To povonaTi cou, €ibe va og cuvodelel 0g TOMOUG ONOU O NAIOG EivVal EUYEVIKOG

Kal TPUPEPN N oeAAVN.
Eidikpiva Sikodg oou

Gilbert Halaby
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Rome, August 23, 2024
My dearest boy,
| know, and | can see you from here napping in the shade of an olive tree in the north.

My mind was clouded and wouldn't allow me to write before, but | am happy that | finally have pen and
paper, and my thoughts are metamorphosing into words for your eyes and the ears of the wind that will
deliver them to your heart.

Very soon, my dear boy, we will be celebrating our first harvest, and for that celebration, | have been
playing the magician of colours. | have collected a bouquet of colours from the green fields of our hearts
and placed it delicately on many canvases.

Tell me, my boy, can you hear the sacred hymn of nature while playing among the secular olive trees?

You ought to know that your ancestors brought with them to the shores where | now stand not only the
alphabet but our adored olive trees. That alphabet became Greek and Latin; it became the language of
light and prosperity, but another language was born silently in the heart of all of us protectors of our trees.
This language is the language of love, the hymn we sing during our harvest days, the same hymn we all
sing around the Mediterranean without realizing that it became a universal language brought to the world
by those old Phoenician ships.

Do you hear the hymn, my boy? Are you singing it with me, with all of us?

| have weaved a tale my boy, eight-meters-long and two-meters-high with brushes and colours depicting
this miraculous hymn sung everywhere on the shores of our Mediterranean. Images of loving humans
came to my mind, harvesting and singing and teaching their youth to love those sacred trees, images from
your land and mine, from our neighbours,

From the lands where kindness is every day’s prayer,

From the lands where humans know how to sing, love, transform tales into life, and steal the light from
above the clouds to lighten a scared little girl's night.

The lands of humans sharing a piece of bread and some olives, gazing upon the horizon and defying that
monster called Death, looking straight into his eyes and smiling as does Life.

10

This tale, my boy, is our odyssey towards the blue. Every year, to celebrate summer, we cross lands the
gods painted with olive trees and gave some humans the task of protecting them. We cross these blessed
lands towards the blue like the Phoenicians used to do. | cross them to be closer to you; | cross to an
island where the winds meet, and the gods sprinkle petals of beauty so they carry them to caress our
dreams in an isle where tales are kissed by salty waves and where the sun never sets without reciting her
eternal poem.

| carry with me our colourful tales, sailing on tender waves. | will show these tales to the humans on the
island, and we shall celebrate the harvest of our souls together while everyone around us is harvesting
his trees and praying for the light to penetrate the heart of the night and merge with the silver light of the
spectacular moon.

| am bringing the colours of nature, which change every month, like a caterpillar transforming into a
butterfly whose wings are painted by the brushes of the goddess of beauty, our beloved nature.

The colours are on twelve canvases and are a reminder to the mortals in the cities to look beyond the
obstacles they built and decorated and see the real beauty, the beauty of olive groves transformed into an
ever-changing palette during the year.

Take my hand, my boy, and my eyes, and celebrate with me the crossing of the blue waves to your mature
days. Tell your eyes to discern always the effortless beauty that is simple and gratifying like a morning

breath.

May the sea be your path, and may it accompany you to lands where the sun is kind, and the moon is
tender.

Sincerely yours

Gilbert Halaby



'Edow pall pov, xahé pov, ddnoe wiow Ty wéI gov,
TO TOIUEVTO KAl TO UAPULLPO IOV O TepLaTOLYi{ouY,
Koul doe pe ve 0oL Seléw Ta ypwpator TNg Snuovpylag
gov. Ty nurovpyia ¢ avBpwmdTyTag KTw amd

ToL KAOLOLEL POV Kotl To KAROLL TwV adepdadwy Hov.
Eo, émwe ko oL eptoadtepol Bvyrot, éxeig Eeydoet
TOL YPWRATOL THG WTEPAG OAWY patg, To Beoua mov
Exetvn pog dwpilet kabe wiva, petaféihovtag Ty
TOLETOL TNG T AEEELG Kot DPATELG, UIAGIYTAG [AelG.
Kémote axovyeg. Adipovo, amd TdTe OV emvoNoTES
TIG U vég aov, emaeg mAdov va Tny axobe, emalreg

vo. T PAémerg vo adhaler xéBe pvo To dodpepa Thg.

Come with me, my dear, leave your city, the
concrete and marble that surrounds you, and
let me show you the colours of your creation.
The creation of humanity under my branches
and the branches of my sisters. You, like many
mortals, have forgotten the colours of the
mother of us all, the spectacle She gifts us
every month, changing its palette like words
and phrases, talking to us. You used to listen;
alas, since you created your machines, you
ceased to hear Her, and you ceased to see Her

changing Her robe every month.



‘EAa, ndpe To X€P!I HOU KAl AOE PE VA OoU dei§w Tov
naywpevo yaAadio oupavd kai To KPUOo XwHa Tou
lavouapiou. Ma pn pofdocal - €xw unopovr Kal NEPIPEVK
TIG NANIOAOUCTEG PEPEG, TIG HEPESG MOU Ta nouAid Ba
yupioouv kail Ba xaidéwouv Ta pUAAa pou kai Ba pou
Tpayoudnoouv pedwdieg kKahoouvng kai BEppng.

Come, take my hand, and let me show you January's icy
blue skies and cold soil. But do not worry—| have patience
and wait for sunnier days when birds come and caress my
leaves and sing melodies of kindness and warmth to me.

IANOYAPIOX / JANUARY
2024, Nadi og kapPa enikoMnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm
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Mnopeig va neplepyaoTeig TIG ABEAPEG pOU OTOV
AO@o; Mnopeig va diakpivelg To Npdoivo oTig pAEREG
Toug; Nai, o oupavog sival akopn ykpiCog, aA\d pag
euloyei To Nepo, n BuyaTépa Twv CUVVEPWY Nou
METAPOPPOVEl TO £5aPOg KATW and Ta nddia pag os
¥Awpo anald xahi onou Ba yiopTdoouyes TNV avoign.

Can you catch a glimpse of my sisters up the hill? Can
you see the green in their veins; yes, the sky is still
grey, but we are blessed by the Water, the daughter of
the clouds who transforms the soil on our feet into a
green and soft carpet where we shall feast in spring.

OEBPOYAPIOX / FEBRUARY
2024, \adi oe kapPa enikohnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm
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Nai, ayannTr pou e§adEApn, NEPNAT® PE EVAV EUYEVIKO (PIAO
OTOUG aypoug pag, yia va Tou dgifw Tn AaunpoTnTd oou KATW
ano TIg NpwTeg akTideg Tou (eoToU AAIOU Kal To BoEATTIKO
Beapa Tou yahavou oupavou. BAénoupe Tnv kapdid cou nou
Kokkivn, eToipdletal va avBioel. ©a yiopTtacoupe Tov OKTwPpIo,
ayannTn pou e€adEApn, TOTE Nou KiI €0V kI eyw Ba dwpicoupe
OTNV EUYEVIKA ETOUTN WUXM KAl OTOUG CUVTPOMOUG TNG TOUG
Kapnoug pag yia va Bpgyouv Tig pépeg Toug 0Tav Ba AiyooTéwel
TO WG Kal ol 1oTopieg Ba KUAOUV endve oTn pASYA TwV KEPIGV.

Yes, my dear cousin, | am promenading with a kind soul in our
groves to show him your splendour under the first rays of warm
sun and the breathtaking spectacle of the blue sky.We can see
your heart is red and ready to blossom. We shall celebrate in
October, my dear cousin, when you and | gift this kind soul and
his companions our fruits to nurture their days when the light is
dim, and the stories flow on the flames of candles.

MAPTIOX / MARCH
2024, \adi oe kapPa enikohnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm

[B1coTiKr) ZUNNoyn / Private Collection
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BA&nw Twpa TNV EKNANKTN €KpPAcT) oou OTav aTevi(eig TIG ATEPHUOVEG
XPOIEC TOU pOdIvou. AUTOG gival 0 1EpOG UPvVog nou Twpa avBilel.

Me Tig adeApEG pou, akouoape oTi o avBpwnor {wypapilouv Ta
XPWHATA pag enave og KapRadeg Aivoug. XaipdbpaoTe yia e0gva, pa,
Buunoou, dev undpxel SNUIOUPYOG HEYAAUTEPOG AMNO TN UNTEPA OAWV
pag. Aev undpxel wypapog peyaAlTepog and Tnyv idia Tn (puon.

| can see your astonished expression when you see the hues of pink;
this is the blossoming sacred hymn.

With my sisters, we heard that humans paint our colours on linen
canvases. We are happy for you, but remember, there is no greater
creator than the mother of us all. There is no greater painter than nature.

AITPIAIOX / APRIL
2024, \adi oe kapPa enikohnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm
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KAeioe Ta pdTia cou, ayannTe pou eNIOKENTN, kAl npoondBnoe va deig Ta
aAnBiva xpwpaTa, OxI Tov TPOMNo nou Ta avriAapPavecal eou.

Mnopeig va deIg To KOKKIVO TNG Nanapouvag OKOPMICPEVO NAVTOU OTd
XWPAPIa;

Mnopeig va deig Toug paUpPOoUG ONOPOUG KAl TOUG NPACIVOUG 0piCoVTeg;
Mnopeig va deig Toug YaAavoug oupavoug Kal Tov KiTpIvo fAIo;

ETol oxnuaTioTrAKapE.

Ta xpwpaTd pag dev avapelyvUuovTal, Ja cuvodeUouV TO £va TO AANO
APHOVIKA, SNUIOUPYMVTAG &va PIKPO Balupa nou (pEPVel EKoTACN OTNV
Wuxn oou.

Close your eyes, my dear visitor, and try to see the real colours, not how
you perceive them.

Can you see the red of the poppies everywhere in the fields?

Can you see their black seeds and green horizons? Can you see the blue
skies and the yellow sun?

This is how we are formed.

Our colours do not blend but accompany each other in harmony, creating
a marvel that produces an ecstasy in your soul.

MAIOZX / MAY
2024, \adi oe kapPa enikohnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm

[B1coTiKr) ZUNNoyn / Private Collection
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H vonpoouvn cou, ayannTé pou ¢pile, og fonBnoe va
dnuioupynoeig evav dpop@o opo: Kapvalah.

Nai, Topa gival o kaipdG Nou Ta NouAid BpickovTal oTo anoyeio
NG NPA&ng Toug, 0 oupavog eival ) oknvr) kal o HAiog xopeuel
TIG Bepiveg vOTEG TOU.

Mpdoivo eival To XPWHA TwV NHEPWV PAG.

Ta xwpdapia pag etoipalovTal yia e0dg, dvBpwnol, oag kalouv
va £¢pBeTe kal va anokoiunBeite endvw oTn XAwpr) xAon.
NopiCeig 611 To peTda&) eival anald, KaAé pou.

Aokipaoe va EanAwoeig kaTw and Ta kKAadid Twv adeppddowv
pou Kal dog O6Aeg oou Tig aioBnoeig padi, va Tagidewouv oTo

Baoileio TG opopPIAg.

Your intellect, my dear friend, helped you create a beautiful term:
Carnival.

Yes, now is the time when the birds are at their peak of their
performance, the sky is the stage, and the sun is dancing Her
summer notes.

Green is the colour of our days.

Our fields are getting ready for you, humans, to come and nap on
our green grass.

You think silk is soft, my dear.

Try to lie down under my sister’s branches and let all of your
senses journey into the realm of beauty.

IOYNIOX / JUNE
2024, \adi oe kapPa enikohnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm

24 25



levvhBnka lovAio.

Nai, kaTw and évav peyaieiwdn HAio.

‘Evav Ao nou peTapopgpovel Ta NAvVTa O KITPIVN I0TOPIA.

2TNV ENITOWN TOU PwTOG.

>Tov e0pTaCopd TNG Peyaloouvng.

KaBe Unap&n kovTivA ) pakpivn, divel {wr) KATw and To euAoynpévo auTd
PWG, PWS TNG EANIdAG Kal TNG peTapoppwaong. Mn BAiBecal, dpnog Ta oAa
oTn vovad pag ) BdAacoa.

Mepipeve kal Aoe TIG AdEAPEG PJAG VA OOU NPOCPEPOUY TA NAOUGIa dwpd
Tou Ta&idioU cou: dapdaoknva kal kepdoia, Pepikoka kal podAakiva, Ki AoE
TIG PAEREG COU VA XPwWHATIOTOUV anod TO XEPI TOU PEYGAOU ZwypAgpou.

| was born in July.

Yes, under a majestic Sun.

A sun that transforms everything into a yellow tale. It's the epitome of light.

The celebration of greatness.

Every creature near and far has given birth under this blessed light, the light of
hope and metamorphosis. Do not fret, and leave it to our godmother the sea.
Wait and let our sisters offer you your journey's precious gifts: plums and cherries,
apricots and peaches and let your veins be coloured by the hand of the great
painter.

IOYAIOE / JULY
2024, \adi oe kapPa enikohnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm
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Twpa, Ba npenel va cou euxnBw eva yahnvio Ta&idi npog To pnie.
Mryaive, KOAE Hou piAg, KAl EUXTOU OTIG ADEAPEG HOU ENAVE OE
gkeivov Tov Bpaxo nou diagpevtevel Tn Bahacoa, pia ungpoxn ().
To pnAe gival éva dwpo and Tn MnTépa pag, yia va og kavel va
OVEIPEUTEIG, IO VA O€ KAVE!l va eMNiBUPEIG va avakaAUWEIG TI KpUReTal
oTnv aAAn akpn Tou opiovTa.

To pnAe gival To dowpo and Tnv kapdid Tng MnTépag pag, yia va oe
KAVEI MO EUYEVIKO KAl MIO TPUPEPO, oav Tig Beppég BaAacoeg Tou
AuyouoTou.

Xpnoiponoinoe Tn gpavtacia oou, KAAE pou, yiaTi dev Ba cou deiw
nepiocoTepa. O adeApég pou KaBpePTIoaV TNV OPOPPIG TOUG ENAVM
oe evav kapPa. ©a Tov deig, étav Ba pag eniokepTeig Tov OkTwPpIo.

Now, | ought to wish you a serene journey towards the blue.

Go, dear friend, and wish my sisters on that cliff towering over the sea a
wonderful life. The blue is a gift from our Mother to make you dream, to
make you want to discover what hides on the other side of the horizon.
The blue is the gift from the Mother’s heart to make you kinder and
softer, like the warm seas of August.

Use your imagination, my dear, because | am not showing you more,
My sisters reflected their beauty on a canvas; you will see it when you
visit us in October.

AYTOYZTOZXZ / AUGUST



BA&éneig nou Ta dehiva yivovtal 0Ao kai mio anaid; O oupavog
gival éva OVeIpo PTIaYPEVO and NOPTOKAAI ANOXPWOEIG.

O nAiog akoupnd dAo Kai Mo NMNIoG eNAvw Pag, YIaTi JECA TOU
E€per 0TI eToIpaCoUpE VIO E0EVA KAPMOUG, KAAE HOU (ile.
EAa, yUpioe Tn oghida kal agpnoe pe va cou deiw To Baupa
pag, To Baupa Tou va yevvoupe (wr).

Do you see the sunsets getting kinder and kinder? The sky is a
dream made of orange hues.

The sun is becoming more clement on us because she knows
in her heart that we are bearing fruits for you, my dear friend.
Come, turn the page and let me show you our miracle, giving
birth to life.

2EIITEMBPIOZ / SEPTEMBER
2024, \adi oe kapPa enikohnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm
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KaAwoopioeg oTov 1Ipd prva pag, kaié pou. AicBdveocal Tn yiopTr) pag;
O1 oupavoi kal Ta XwpAapia Hag exouv Twpa (wypagioTei pe kAbe
anoxpwaon, Ye kABe xpwua, yiaTi ApBe 0 KAIPOG VA COU NPOTPEPOUNE TOV
NOAUTIHOTEPO Bnoaupd Pag, Toug Kapnoug Pag.

‘EAa kar akoUpnnoe Tig wpIpeg eNEG, HACEWE TIG, HETAUOPPWOE TIG OTO
npdaoivo ekeivo eNi€ipio nou kabe popd nou Ba To dokipaleig, Ba Tpayouddg
Tov IEPO Upvo kail Ba vicBeIg To ayannuevo Xowpa KATw ano Ta nodia oou.
Mape 6pko kKATw anod Ta acnuevia GUAa pou, 611 Ba enioTpéweig dTav o
oupavog Ba éxel yepios ano opop@id kai n yn 6a AaxtTapd va vikwoel Ta
BripaTda cou.

Ag gival auTr n €TACIG HAG UNOOXEDN —va AATPEUOUPE TN AUTPWON TNG
avBpwnidg oou, va TIpoUWE TN puon.

Welcome to our sacred month, my dear. Do you witness our celebration?
Our skies and fields are painted in every shade and colour because the time
has come to offer you our most precious treasure, our fruits.

Come and touch our ripe olives, harvest them, and transform them into a
green elixir so that every time you taste it, you sing the sacred hymn and feel
the beloved soil under your feet.

Take the oath under my silver leaves that you shall return when the sky is
covered with beauty and the land longs to feel your feet;

let it be your annual promise to cherish the salvation of your humanity, to
cherish nature.

OKTQBPIOX / OCTOBER
2024, \adi oe kapPa enikohnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm
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MNdape To XEPI HOU KAl EUPPAVOOU PECA OTNV NOUXIA KAl TOV KATANEAUVTIKO

agpa. Eugppavoou pe Tig TeEAeuTaieG AVAAAPNEG TWV YAAAVEV OUPAVV KAl TOV
anoxXaIPETIONO TV ANOdNUNTIKGWV MOUANIGV.

Oa enioTpgwouv Eava, pe I0TOPIEG and Ta NEPA PEPN, KAl TA MOUNOUAd Nou agpnoav
oTta kAadid pag Ba pag yapyalouv otav o AAiog Ba kpuPeTal nicw anod Ta Bapid
ouUvvepa.

FUpioe cuvTopa Niow, ayannTe pou avBpwne, kal Ba o npooTaTéwoupe d6Tav ol
OTAYOVEG YiVOUV MIO KPUEG KAl O AVEPOG NIo duvaTOG.

O npoo@iAng pag Xeipowvag eivar oxedov edw, ki eyw Ba oe cuvodelow oTnv
TENeUTAIA EIKOVA ETOUTOU TOU XPOVOU.

Take my hand and rejoice in the calmness and soothing air. Rejoice in the last glimpses
of blue skies and the farewell of the migrating birds.

They will return with stories from afar, and the plumes they left on our branches will
tickle us when the sun is hiding behind the heavy clouds.

Return soon, my dear human, and we shall shelter you when the drops are colder and
the wind is stronger.

Our dear Winter is almost here, and | shall accompany you to the last image of this year.

NOEMBPIOX / NOVEMBER
2024, \adi oe kapPa enikohnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm

[B1coTiKr) ZUNNoyn / Private Collection
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H NUxTa aiwpeital ge ¢TePa avoixTda Kal CUIAeUE! pia
OKIA OKOTEIVI NAvw ano Ta PAPaTd pag.

AvTio, kaAg pou ile. Na pag Bupdoal, va aywvieoal
yia epdG Kal, ONOTE YNOPEIG, PUTEWE PIa AdEAPT) HAG
O€ £PNHO XWHa KAl OVEIPEWOU €va veo naidi, va KaBeTal
oTn OKIA TNG KAl va Tpayoudd Tov IEpO UPVO Pag.

Night is hovering with open wings and casting a dark
shadow on our steps.

Farewell, my dear friend. Remember us, fight for us, and
whenever you can, plant a sister in some deserted soil
and dream of a youth sitting in its shade and singing
our sacred hymn.

AEKEMBPIOY / DECEMBER

2024, Nadi og kapPa enikoMnuevo oe xapTtovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 60 x 50 cm
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Yndpxel éva E6pki payikd nou TUliyel To Beio eTouTo vnoi.

H Appoditn kai n Maia euppavBnkav kaBowg To opileuav.

ETol pnopouv va KoItouv epdg Toug BvnToUg and Tn veEPEAn Toug Kal va yeAoUv
pe Tig duokoAieg pag. OTav Ta nddia cou ayyi§ouv To xwua Tou,

apoU APHEVICOUV OTA JAYEPEVA VEPTG TOU.

MeBdg anod Tnv opop@Id Tou. ZeTUAIYEI Ta KAAUTEPA KAl TA XEIPOTEPA ANO £0EVA.

Yndpxel éva E6pki og auTd To vnoi nou og npooTdaler va yivelg (nAOTUNOG Kal KTNTIKOG
ME TN XApn Tou. Z&Ig TIG NUEPEG OOU OTIG AKTEG TOU (PANVAPVTAG eVed npoonabeig
va TIBaoeUoeig TNV enwdr) Tou. Zeig TIG NUEPEG 0OU KATW an’ Ta NEUKA TOU HICWVTAG
TOUG VEOEPPEVOUG NMOU AVANVEOUV TOV AEPA TOU. Z&IG TIG NUEPEG OOU PECT OTA

aoTPAPTEPG VEPG TOU PORICUEVOG UNNWG KAMOIOI AENAATCOUV TNV OPOP®IA TOU.

Yndpxel éva E6pki og auTO TO OUPAVIO VNCI MOU OE KAVEI va unv BENeIg noTeé cou
va PUYEIG.
Ma pia nuépa o HAiog oe anaAM\dooel anod Tig weudaiobhoeig cou.
Kar emitéloug diakpivelg Tnv anAdTnTa TNG OPOPPIAG TOU.
WiBupiCel oTa auTid cou Aoyia cogiag.
>e oupPoulelel va avanveuoeig fabid kal va agpriosig To vnoi cou
va aykaAidoel Toug BvnToug Tou.
XapoyeAdg, cuveldNTonoIVTAG OTI AUTO TO KOPPATI TOU OUPAVOU
dev eival B1IkO cou, aA\d avrkel, eipnVvikd, og OAOUG.
Gilbert Halaby

EITOMENEX EAIAEY / NEXT PAGES
H ITPQTH YTKOMIAH / THE FIRST HARVEST
2024, N&d1 o kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 800 x 200 cm

38



Ynapxel eva E0pki payikd nou TUAiyel To Beio eTouTo vnoi.

H Appoditn kai n laia euppavOnkav kaBowg To opideuav.

ETol ynopouv va koIrouv epdg Toug BvnToug and Tn ve@EAn Toug Kal va YEAOUV
pe TiIg duokoAieg pag. OTav Ta nddia cou ayyi§ouv To xwua Tou,

apoU appEVIOOUV OTA PHAYEUEVA VEPT TOU.

MeBdag and Tnv opop@Id Tou. ZeTUAiyel Ta KAAUTEPA Kal TA XEIPOTEPA aAnd 0€va.

Yndpxel éva Edpki og auTd To vnoi nou og npooTdaler va yivelg {nAOTUNog Kal KTNTIKOG
ME TN XApEn Tou. Z&Ig TIG NUEPEG COU OTIG AKTEG TOU (PANVAPVTAG Ve Npoonabeig
va TIBaceloeig TNV enwdr) Tou. Z&ig TIG NUEPEG COU KATW an’ Ta NEUKA TOU HICWVTAG
TOUG VEOEPHEVOUG MOU AVANVEOUV TOV AgPA Tou. Z&IG TIG NUEPEG OOU PHECA OTA

aoTPaPTEPA VEPG TOU (POPICUEVOG PNNWG KAMOIOI AENAATOOUV TNV OHOP®IA TOU.

Yndpxel éva E6pki og auTd TO OUPAVIO VNOi MOU OE KAVEI va pnv BgAeig noTe gou
va PUYEIG.

Ma pia nuépa o HAlog oe anaA\dooel ano Tig weudaioBbroeig cou.

Kar enitéloug diakpivelg Tnv anAdTnTa TG OPOPPIAG TOU.

WiBupilel oTa auTid cou Adyia copiag.

>e oupPoulelel va avanveuoeig Babid kal va agphoeig To vnoi gou

va aykaAidoel Toug BvnToug Tou.

XapoyeAdg, cuveldnTonolwvTag 6T auTd TO KOPPATI TOU OUPAVOU

dev eival 8iko cou, aAAaG avikel, eipnvikd, og OAOUG.

Gilbert Halaby

EITOMENEX YEAIAEY / NEXT PAGES
HIIPQTH YTKOMIAH / THE FIRST HARVEST
2024, N&d1 og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 800 x 200 cm
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There is a spell cast on this heavenly island.

Aphrodite and Gaia took pleasure moulding it.

So they can gaze at us mortals from their cloud and chuckle at our hardship.
When your feet touch its soil after sailing its enchanted waters.

You are inebriated by its beauty.

It unwraps the finest and the worst of you.

There is a spell on this island that compels you to become Jealous

and possessive of its grace.

You live your days on its shores babbling about whilst trying to tame its incantation.
You live your days under its pine trees loathing the newcomers that breathe its air.

You live your days in its gleaming waters frightened that they may loot its beauty.

There is a spell on this heavenly island that makes you never want to leave.

But one day Helios rids you of your mirages.

And at last you discern the simplicity of its beauty.

He whispers in your ears words of wisdom.

He counsels you to breathe and let your island hug its mortals.

You smile in the realisation that this piece of heaven is not yours but it belongs,
Peacefully, to all.

Gilbert Halaby
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EVENTIDE
2024, N&d1 og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 150 x 150 cm
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TWELVE HOURS
2023, Aadi og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 150 x 150 cm
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SUNNY AFTERNOON
2023, Aadi og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 100 x 100 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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SHADE
2023, Nadi og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 100 x 100 cm
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TOWARDS THE BLUE
2023, Aadi og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 100 x 100 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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AGLOW
2024, Nadi og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 100 x 100 cm
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FAITH
2024, Nadi og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 100 x 100 cm
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Avaxwpeig and To e, n kapdid oou VOOEl, N WuXn Oou eVOUETAI TNV £pnuia.
NooTalyeig To vnoi TG00 ypryopa HETA TO (PEUYIO, TNV avBpwnid KAl TOUG KATOIKOUG
Tou AouAaki, vVOOTOAYEIG TN HUPwDIA TNG YNG KAI TWV APICTOUPYNHATWY TNG, TG OUKQ,
TIG ENIEG, TA UYPA TNG KUPATA.
NooTaAyeig TIg pingg Tou avepelou avepou nou os aykahialel kai oou {NTa va punv
PUYEIG.
NooTaAyeig Tnv anAdTNTa, cuveIdNTONoIWVTAG OTI Oev Xpeidleoal NOAAA yia va gioal
EUTUXIOPEVOG.
NooTaAyeig Toug BvnToug nou xapoyshouv yia XAapn TnG anAng opop@Idsg, VOOTAAYEIG
Tn Sikr cou avranddoon auTou Tou Xapodyelou, vooTalyeig Tn diadeypévn cou
OIKOYEVEIQ.
NooTaAyeig Toug nepINATOUG XEPI HE XEPI KAl KapdIa pe Kapdid, TNV wpPda nou Ta
Balacoonouhia Tpayoudouv, cuvodelovTag TOUG AXOUG TwV PnudTwy oag.
NooTaAyeig Tn yeuon Tou alaTiou nou wiBupiler «eioal eAeUBepog, gical 0 yI0G auTou
TOU XwpPIiG Oeoud TOMOU». AUTPWHPEVOG KAl EUTUXNG.
Ki 6Tav o1 dA\oi enipévouv oTn AEEN «anopPOVWHEVO», VOIACOU NIYOTEPO —ayVOOUV TNV
aAnBeia—, xpeialovTal epnodia yia Tnv NEPIOPICHUEVN Toug Unapén kal noTe dev Ba
(PaAVTACTOUV TN HeyaAoouvn TwV ATEPHOVGV AUT®WV 0PICOVTWV.
NooTaAyeig Toug opifovteg oou. NoOTAAYEIG TO DIKO COU AL,
NooTaAyeig To vnoi cou.

Gilbert Halaby

You depart from the blue, your heart is unwell, and your soul is dressed in
desolation. You miss your island so quickly after departing, the humanity
and the inhabitants of the loulaki blue, you miss the smell of the earth and
its masterpieces, the figs, olives and its wet waves. You miss the notes of the
careless wind embracing you and asking you not to leave.You miss simplicity,
realizing you don't need much to be happy.You miss mortals smiling for the
sake of simple beauty, you miss smiling back at them, you miss your chosen
family. You miss the walks hand-in-hand and heart-by-heart with seabirds
singing along to the sound of your steps.You miss the taste of salt that
whispers “you are free, you are the son of this unchained land”. Unshackled
and happy. And when others insist on the word isolated, care less, they ignore
the truth, they need obstacles for their limited existence and they can never
imagine the grandeur of boundless horizons. You miss your horizons. You
miss your blue. You miss your island.

Gilbert Halaby



POISE
2024, \adi og kapPa enikoMnpevo oe xaptovi / Oil on Canvas applied on Cardboard, 40 x 40 cm

[B1coTiKr) ZUNNoyn / Private Collection
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Nixog @rdvrioyg

Xe éva Bétoado

KAeiveo 6An mn BaAacoa
oe éva BoToalo pikpd
KAl TV KPATwW OTO XEPI HOU

KAEIOTH KAl NETPWUEVN

n neepia Tg Pabia

(POUCKWVEI KAl (POUCKWVEI

TO NPWTO KUPA pe TpaPad
TO delTEPO

ME nviyel

OonKwoe KUpa
OTIG KOXEG TWV HATIWV OOU

Kpepa koxUAia

Nikos Fildisis
Within a pebble

| seal the whole sea
within a tiny pebble

and hold it in my hand
locked tight and petrified

its deep calm swelling

and swelling

the first wave pulls me in
the second one

drowns me

Surging waves
they hang seashells

on the hollows of your eyes



STRATIFICATION
2024, Nadi og kapPa / Oil on Wood, 23.5x 17.5 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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Miavw aoTépia
Tnv nodid cou yepiCw

yAQukoUg axivoug

Nikog @iAvTiong

I'm catching stars
filling up your apron

with azure urchins

Nikos Fildisis

@IETUDE
2023, Aadi os kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 13 x 10 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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ROSE I
2022, A&d1 og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 23 x 17 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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BLEUE
2023, A&d1 og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 26 x 19 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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Mior) oeArjvn
0 oUPaVvOG POPEDE

yavTtCo OTO XEP!

Nikog PiAvTtiong

Sickle moon
the sky has donned

a hook for a hand

Nikos Fildisis

BLUE
2023, Aadi og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 16 x 13 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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ADAGIO
2024, N&d1 og EUNo / Oil on Wood, 17 x 17 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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ROSE II
2022, \adi oe kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 13 x 10.5 cm

[B1coTiKr) ZUNNoyn / Private Collection
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GREEN
2022, Nadi og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 30 x 30 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection

78




HEARTFELT
2023, Aadi og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 12.5x 10 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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WARMTH
2024, \adi oe kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 19 x 15 cm

[B1coTiKr) ZUNNoyn / Private Collection
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AN IDEA
2024, Nadi o §uho / Oil on Wood, 19.5x 17.5 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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Popdg kadéva
T aAgupod cou dvopua

nhoio TNG ypauung

Nikog PiAvTtiong

You wear a neck chain
your salty name

a passing ship

Nikos Fildisis

ROUGE
2023, A&di og kapPa / Oil on Canvas, 12.5 x 9.5 cm

[B1coTiKr) ZUNNoyn / Private Collection

86

"
s
»
i
¢ A

=

.

o
L

L

A




GRANDEUR
2023, A&di og EUNo / Oil on Wood, 16 x 14 cm

[B1c0TIKr) ZUANOYT) / Private Collection
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Z0vTopo Proypadikd

O Gilbert Halaby, yevvnuévog 1o 1979, peydAwoe oto Aifavo kal onoudaoce otn BnpuTo, eved oxediale
kal Cwypa®ile Ndn oe pikpn NAikia. FlonTeupevog anod Tnv opop®id Tou puaikol Toniou Tou Opoug Tou
Aifavou, nepvouoe pakpa diacThpaTta naiovrag ota dAon avAPesa OTOUG EAAICVEG KAl TOUG NMEUKWVEG
—TIG APXETUMIKEG AUTEG (POPHEG Nou £wg orjpepa ennpedlouv kal naiouv onuavTikd pOAo OTO £pYO TOU.
To aioBnTIKS PAEPPa Tou Tov 0dr)ynoe oTnv Texvn TnG HOdag. MeTd Tig onoudeg Tou oTnv Apxaloloyia
oTo MavenmoTruio Tng BnpuTou, épuye yia T Paoun, n yonTeia Tng onoiag Tov kaBrnAwaoe pe Tpono
KePAuvoROAo, and Tnv nNpwTn COTIYHN.

To 2003, peTakopioe opioTika oTnv Aicvia [MoAn, dnou kai avoi§e &va NPoowniKo KATACTNHA HE
KoOopnpaTa kal Todvteg kovta oTo MdavBeov. To 2010, o oikog Maison Halaby napouciace Tnv npctn Tou
yuvaikeia ouNoyn. To 2016, o Gilbert Halaby eykaiviace pia pnouTik a§ecoudp pe 1I81aiTEPEG SEPPATIVEG
TodvTeg oTov apiBud 21 Tng Via di Monserrato. MNépa anod pnouTik, 0 XWPOG AUTOG MOU AEITOUPYEI EKTOTE
@G ATuno NONITIoTIKO GaAodVI, dnou o kKaANITexvng diatnpei pia PiAIoBRKN 1I0TOpIKMY Kal GUYXPOVWY
OUYYPAPEWVY KAl PIAOCOP UV, PUXAYWYWVTAG TOUG (PIAOUG KAl EMICKENTEG TOU, EXEI HETATPANEI
oTadiakd og naykoopio cult npoopiopo.

Me Tnv Téxvn woTOCO VA NAPAPEVEI N NPT TOU aydnn (kal e &va TAAEVTO nou ol NeAATEG Tou
dnuioupyou ypryopa avayvwpioav, KaBawg ol kapBadeg kal ol udAToypPAPIEG TOU NMOU KPEHOVTAV OTOUG
TOIXOUG TOU XWPOU YivovTav avapnacTol, AITWVTAG CUVEXEIA), TO HEYAAUTEPO HEPOG TOU XPOVOU TOU
apxioe kaTeAnEe oTadiakd va To Nepva 0To pyaaTnplo, Aiya BrApaTa pakpid ano tov Oiko Médag oTov
apiBuo 123 mng Via di Monserrato.

AuTodidakTog wg Cwypdgog, o Halaby kaN\igpyei kal edpaicvel Tnv npoownikh TOu ypapn Ta
TeleuTaia €&l xpovia, SoulelovTag kaBnuepiva oTo epyacTtnpio TnG Poopng.

2e guvexela auTng Tng nopeiag, o Gilbert Halaby napouciace Tov MdapTio Tou 2023 Tnv npdTn Tou
aTopikr) ékBeon pe TiTho «Domus Berytus», oto Beit Beirut Museum ot Bnputd. H 8eltepn atopikr Tou
ékBeon npaypatonoinBnke otn deUtepn naTpida Tou, Tn Powun, pe TitAo «Une Comédie Romaine» otn
Maja Arte Contemporanea Tov loUvio Tou 2023. H TpiTn Tou aTopikn eékBeon pe TiTho «Will You Wait For
Me Under That Pine Tree?», eykaividornke Tov lavoudpio Tou 2024 otnv Art Booth oto Abu Dhabi, eve n
TETAPTN ATOMIKN Tou €kBeon pe TiTAo «Apogee Of Light» eykaividoTnke Tov MapTio Tou 2024 oo Palm
Beach, oTo npwTto popup project Tng ykaAepi Maja Arte Contemporanea.

Epya Tou Gilbert Halaby avrikouv oe onpavTikeg 1810TiKEG CUANOYEG KABMG Kal OTIG HOVIPEG CUANOYEG
Twv Malvina Menegaz Foundation, Castelbasso, otnv ITaAia kai Kinda Foundation, Riyadh, otn 2aoudikn
Apafia.

Biography

Gilbert Halaby, born in 1979, who grew up in Lebanon and studied in Beirut, has drawn and
painted since he was a child. Captivated by the beauty of the natural landscape in Mount
Lebanon, he would spend long hours playing in the woods amid the olive and pine trees -
signal natural forms which, to this day, influence and play a profound role in his art.

His aesthetic eye first drew him to the artistry of fashion. After studying archaeology at
the Lebanese University in Beirut, he went to Rome and was instantly captivated, calling that
first encounter un coup de foudre.

In 2003, he moved to the Eternal City and opened a jewellery and handbag store near
the Pantheon. In 2010, the Maison Halaby brand launched its first women'’s collection; in
2016, Halaby opened his accessories boutique of specially made leather handbags at Via
di Monserrato 21. As much a cultural salon as a boutique, where the artist keeps a library
of contemporary and historical authors and philosophers and entertains his friends, it has
become a global cult destination.

But with art as his first love (and clearly a talent his clients appreciated: the paintings and
watercolours he hung on the boutique’s walls were swiftly bought up, and more requested),
much of his time is now spent painting at his studio, a few steps away from the Maison on
Via di Monserrato 123.

Entirely self-taught as a painter, Halaby's style has been honed over the past six years, in
which he has dedicated himself daily to painting in his studio.

Gilbert Halaby debuted in March 2023 with his solo exhibition titled Domus Berytus,
which took place at Beit Beirut Museum in the Lebanese capital. His second Solo took
place in his adoptive city, Rome, under the title of Une Comédie Romaine at Maja Arte
Contemporanea (June 2023). His third solo - Will You Wait For Me Under That Pine Tree?

- opened in January 2024 in Abu Dhabi at ArtBooth. His Fourth Solo - Apogee Of Light -
Opened in March 2024 in Palm Beach at Maja Arte Contemporanea’s first gallery popup.

Gilbert Halaby's art is part of important private collections and part of the permanent
collections of Malvina Menegaz Foundation, Castelbasso, Italy and Kinda Foundation,
Riyadh, Saudi Arabia.



www.gilberthalaby.art
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